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ls Where | Kept Your Heart 


The front door slammed and Frances heard heavy feet take the stairs two at a time. She counted down from 


three and heard a door slam. David was home from school. 


The teenager turned the lock on his door, threw his backpack on his bed and eagerly dug the note from his 
pocket. 


"You can't fell nobody about this This aint right, you know. But when has that stopped me before? Youre cute, kid 
Real cute. | like ya Meet me at my locker in the morning" 


He read it over and over again. The other's handwriting was sloppy and rushed, with sharp angles to it that 
almost made the words feel angry. He was a senior. Older than David, a little taller, with wild, curly, long, red 
hair. He had his own car and smoked cigarettes. He wore tight jeans and t-shirts with the sleeves cut off. He 
even had a jean jacket that he turned into a vest by cutting the sleeves off. Everything about the kid spelled 
trouble. 


Except his eyes. David could get lost in those eyes, big and round and the very color of autumn leaves. He 
loved the long lashes that surrounded them and the sweet, soft way they would look at him. 


David carefully folded the note back up and hid it in the bottom of his underwear drawer along with the last 


one. His eyes settled on it before he closed the drawer and he just had to take it out and reread it as well 


"Youre a Dave, too? Thatll get confusing Since you're younger than me, lil call you Junior. You can be my little 
buddy. Thanks for not busting me about the smoking That was real cool" 


David grinned and preciously folded that note back up also. He sat down at his desk and pulled out a sheet of 
paper. 


‘Dear Dave," He began, cringed, balled up the sheet of paper, and tried again. 
‘Hey Dave!" That sounded stupid, too. 
"Dave," Yeah, just keep it simple, stupid. 


"You dont have to worry. Id never fell anybody. | like you, too. | think youre cute, foo. | like your car." 


"Your parents home?" The older boy asked as he leaned across the car to look out David's window at the 
farmhouse. 


"My parents are always home." David muttered, sinking down into the seat. He was embarrassed of his parents 


and the farm. Dave was so cool, living alone in an apartment with two dogs. 

Dogs that David loved and who seemed to have taken to him, also. Dave said they hate everybody but they 
loved David. He usually skipped his last class to go home with Dave and smoke a joint. Today, Dave showed him 
how to pass the smoke through his mouth into someone else's by kissing them. And he pulled the younger boy 
into his lap to do it. 


"See you tomorrow, then. Here." Dave handed him a folded up piece of paper and gave him a wink. 


David beamed at him, wanting to lean over and kiss him but he knew better than to do that where someone 


else might see. So he just smiled and said, "Thanks for the lift" 

"Sleep tight, Junior." 

David slid the note into his pocket before he threw open the door and started for the stairs. 
"David?" 


Its me, Mom!" He yelled and continued. 


"David, come down here right now." She stood at the bottom of the staircase. 

He panicked. She was going to smell the pot on him and see his red, glazed eyes. 

‘Mom, | gotta piss!" 

"Don't you use that tone of voice with me, young man. Come down here, now." 

With a dramatic sigh, he stomped down the steps until he stood on the last one, towering over his mother. 
"Who is that boy you're riding around with?" 

‘Just a friend from school." 

"What is his name? Do | know his parents?" 

"His name is Dave and no, you don't.” 

"Where does he live?" 

"In town" 

"David" She used her ‘I'm warning you' voice. 

"He lives in an apartment by himself because his mother kicked him out. He's from the west coast and all he 
wants to do is finish high school and stay out of trouble. He's nice, Mom!" David said defiantly. And then 
quieter, "| really like him." He lowered his eyes to examine a piece of lint on his jeans. 

"You..really.like? him." Frances repeated softly. 

David met his mother's stare and nodded, 

"Does he..?" 


Again, the boy nodded. 


‘Can | meet him?" She asked softly, putting her hand over his that rested on the banister. She gave him a 


small smile. 
"Sometime, | guess." David swallowed, relieved that his mother didn't flip out on him. 


"Be careful. And the next time you come home smelling like marijuana, you're grounded. Understand me?" 


"Yes." He rolled his eyes and sighed again 
"Go." She pointed up the stairs. 
He locked his door again and pulled the note out. 


"The dogs love you They'll keep you safe. You can come to the apartment even when Im not there. And you can 


stay whenever you want. Like overnight." 

David grinned. Stay at the apartment? Overnight? He sighed and flopped backwards onto his bed. His fingers 
flew to his lips and he closed his eyes, thinking about the way Dave had kissed him. His other hand slid into his 
pants. 


He cleaned himself up and then quickly and sloppily scribbled another note. "I jerked off thinking about the way 


you kissed me." 

David left the note on the seat of Dave's car when they arrived at school the following morning. 

After fourth period gym class, the younger boy stopped at his locker to put his bag away. A folded up note 
fell to the floor at his feet. He grinned and hurriedly picked it up. Checking that nobody was watching, he 
unfolded it and read it quickly. 

‘So did |" 

He was sure he was blushing, he felt his cheeks burning. He folded it up and stuffed it into his pocket. When he 
turned to head to his next class, he was sure he saw a shock of red hair turning a corner. It made David 
smile and his heart explode, knowing someone like Dave liked him so much. 

In the car, on the way back to Dave's apartment, he turned to David, "Tomorrow is Friday. Stay over with me." 
| have to ask. And they'll want to meet you." 

"Tell them I'm your friend." 

"You ARE my friend” 

"That's it?" Dave teased and let go of the steering wheel with his right hand and laid it gently on David's thigh. 


"No" The younger boy quietly said. 


Dave squeezed and said, "| didn't hear you." 


David screamed and giggled and squirmed. "NO!" He shouted. He tried to pry the older boy's hand from his 
thigh and failed. 


"What?" Can't hear youl" Dave yelled over David's squealing and thrashing, 
"| said NO! That's not it! 

"What else am I?" He asked as he moved his hand back to the wheel 

"| dont know." 

"Im your boyfriend" 

David's head whipped around. "You are?" 


"Aint I?" 


David endured a long family dinner where Dave was on his best behavior. Eliot and his father believed Dave 
was just some kid David made friends with at school. But Frances regarded the boy with a lot more scrutiny, 
knowing her baby had fallen in love. 

The following morning, Frances met her baby boy at the front door. 


"Mom, he's waiting!" 


"Listen to me." She started, putting both hands on her son's shoulders and gazing into his eyes. "He seems like 


he cares very much for you but promise me you will use your head." 
"Moml" David rolled his eyes. 
"Promise me!" She raised her voice and gave his shoulders a slight shake. 


"| promise." 


"Go" 


David awoke to a dog licking his face. 


"Zeus, come on" He giggled and playfully pushed the Doberman away. 


He rolled over, expecting to find Dave in the bed beside him but it was empty. There was a note on his pillow. 
‘Had to run out for breakfast. Be back soon Junior, | love you." 

The boy squealed and fell back onto his pillow. He loved him! He held the note against his chest and inhaled. Last 
night was incredible! Dave made him feel so special and loved. Okay, it hurt but Dave was gentle and he took 
his time. 

Zeus jumped up on the bed and laid down in Dave's spot. He let David wrap his arms around him and nestle his 
face in the dog's fur. And that's how Dave found them when he returned with a bag of fast food breakfast 
and two large coffees. 

"Look at you two. Should | leave? Would you like to be alone?" 

David jumped up and furiously blushed. The dog didn't move and regarded Dave with a lazy glance. 


"Hungry?" 


Still blushing, David nodded. 


"Tonight, | want to take you to dinner and a movie. After that, | want to bring you back to the apartment and 
undress you slowly. | want to take my time with you, learn every little spot on your body that makes you scream, 
baby. | want fo lay you down on the bed and feel you wrap your legs around me. Junior, my heart belongs to you." 
David's cheeks burned as he stood in front of his locker and read the note. He was so deeply in love with Dave. 
They'd been ‘dating for about two months. Nobody else knew about them, nobody but Frances. And even she 


had to concede that Dave was, much to her dismay, good to David. 


Friday night sleepovers turned into all weekend long. Sunday evening found the boys sitting in Dave's car outside 
of David's house. 


"See you tomorrow, right?" 

First thing in the morning." Dave nodded. His mouth was smiling but it hadn't quite reached his eyes. 
"| love you, Dave." 

‘Love you, too, kid. See you, okay?" 


Kay." 


There was a certain sadness in Dave's eyes as he gazed at his boyfriend David saw it but just assumed it was 


having to drop him off at home. 


"You know, I'll be seventeen next year." The younger boy began, thinking that, when he turned seventeen, he 


could leave the farm and live with Dave permanently. 
"I know, kid. Go on" Dave said quietly and ruffled David's hair. "See you." 


David slowly got out of the car and stood in the driveway, watching, as Dave punched the car forward, 
throwing up gravel behind him. 


Something was off. Something didn't feel right. There was something the redhead wasn't telling him. David could 
feel it in his gut. 


His feeling of dread was confirmed when Dave failed to pick him up for school in the morning. David sat on the 


top step of the porch and waited. And waited. And waited. 


Frances stood in the doorway behind him, her heart breaking for her boy. Quietly, she opened the screen door 
and sat down beside him. David sniffled and quickly turned his head. 


Its okay to cry, sweetheart" 
"Something is wrong, Mom. He wouldn't do this. He wouldn't!" 
"Let's get you to school, David." 


"Nol" He screamed and struggled when she tried to embrace him. "Something's happened, | know it! | have to go 


over there!" 
"Over where?" 

"To the apartment! Something happened to him, | can feel it! 

"David, don't you think that maybe.maybe he just didn't know how to tell you he was .. 


"No! He wouldn't break up with me. At least.not this way. Mom, he loves me. He does! And | love him and 


that's how | know something is wrong!" 


The boy sniffled once more and ran the back of his hand across his nose. He picked up his backpack and threw 
it over one shoulder before taking off in a run down the driveway. 


"David!" 

By the time Frances, in the pick up truck, caught up to him, David was panting and walking. 

"Get in" She commanded. 

This time, he didn't put up a fight but was very thankful to see his mother. 

"Thanks." 

"Show me where he lives." 

When they pulled up in front of the older building, David noted that Dave's car was not there. He used his own 
key to unlock the apartment. Zeus and Zena greeted him with happy barks and wagging stumps. Everything in 
the front room and the kitchen looked the same but there was an eery feeling of emptiness that made David's 
skin crawl. 

Frances stood in the doorway, staring at the two large dogs that seemed to turn into puppies around her son. 
"You can come in, Mom. They won't hurt you. They're good dogs." 

He left her to stand in the living room as he went to investigate the bedroom. All of the clothes and the few 
other personal items Dave had, like his guitar and the small amp he used with it, were gone. The bed was made 
up and, on the pillow that David always used, there was a folded up piece of paper. David's heart was in his 
throat. He knew now that nothing had happened to Dave. Dave had left. Took off. Gone on his way. Breezed out 
of his life the same way he had drifted into it. 


David sat down on the bed and, with a shaking hand, he picked up the note. 


‘Junior, | didn't know how else fo fell you this. Im going back to California. | wanted to ask you to come with me but 
thats not fair fo you. This is your home. This is where you belong The dogs liked you better than me and I know 
they'd love it at the farm. | hope its okay with your parents if you take them with you. Leaving you is the hardest 
thing Ive ever had to do but there's something in California that could really be huge and if it pans out, HI come 
and get you. | promise | will. F you want me to. My heart will always belong to you, Junior. | love you. Im sorry. 


Dave." 


Zeus jumped up on the bed and laid down next to David. The boy absently laid a hand on his head. Zena sat at 
his feet, watching him intently. 


"David?" Frances called. "David! What is this?" 


He sighed and, with the note still clutched in his hand, he returned to the living room, the dogs at his heels. 


Frances had the closet door open and there were several large marijuana plants growing under a black light. 
"Pot." 

"What is it doing in this closet?" 

"Growing. Mom, you're a farmer. What do you think it's doing?" 

"Dave wos selling pot?!" 

"Yes." 

"Where is he?" 


“California” He handed his mother the letter and proceeded to sink to his knees and sob into Zeus’ neck. 
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The dogs slept in David's bed with him every night. Zeus laid at his side and allowed David to snuggle him while 
Zena curled up at his feet. And every night, before he fell asleep, David would take out all of Dave's notes to 
him and read them over again. In his heart, he knew that Dave still thought of him, too. 


On the day before Christmas, a card arrived addressed to David in scratchy, angry-looking handwriting. He took 
one look at it and knew it was from Dave. Tears burst forth as he snatched it from his mother's hand and ran 


up the stairs two at a time. 


‘Merry Christmas, Junior! | hope you don't hate me. | found a band to play with! These guys are really greaf. Werre 
Just starting fo play some local bars and stuff but its exciting and | can't wait for you to meet them. | hope you 
understand. | love you and | think about you every day. Im staying with one of the guys right now. F you wanted 
fo write to me, you can send it here. | hope you'll write to me. The address is 123 Burton St, San Francisco, CA 
74107 Enjoy the holiday. | remember that you really ike Christmas and | wish | was there with you. Love, Dave." 


‘Dave! | knew you did't just leave me! | knew it! | was so happy to hear from youl Congrats on the band, thats 
awesome! Im happy for you. You're gonna be huge, | know if! Whats the name of the band? | think about you 
every day, too. The dogs are doing good They sleep with me every night. Don't even miss you. Ha-ha. | bought a 


bass. | practice all the time. | can't wait to see you again. | love you Love, Junior." 


Frances met him at the front door with one hand behind her back and a grin on her face. 


"What?" He asked. 


She continued to grin, not giving anything away. 


"What?" David repeated, now grinning himself, realizing his mother was up to something. "What are you hiding, 


woman?" He giggled and tried to turn her around. 


She laughed now and struggled against her son. He finally turned her and found a postcard in her hand. The 
photo on the front was of the New York City skyline at night. The Empire State Building and the World Trade 
Center buildings standing high above the others. 


"Who's in New York?" He asked Frances, who merely raised her eyebrows and shrugged. 


David turned it over and recognized the handwriting immediately. He screeched and looked at his mother, 
mouth hanging open. 


‘Junior, Were here in New York, working on recording our first album. We drove all the way from California. E was 


an awful drive. But we're here now and Im so excited to start working HI get in touch again soon! Love, Dave" 


"Mom! He's doing it! They're making a record! They're gonna be huge! He's gonna be in this big, huge rock band 
and we're gonna see him on TV and he's gonna come and get me. And | can show him how good | can play now!" 


David threw his arms around his mother and lifted her off her feet and swung her around. 


In the past year, the longest David had gone without hearing from him was three weeks. So when he hadn't 
received another note or card from Dave, he didn't get too concerned. He knew Dave would be busy working. He 
wanted to be able to write to him in New York but he never gave David an address. So all he could do was 


wait and remain positive. Three weeks passed, four, five.. now David was getting anxious. 


On the day before David's high school graduation, finally, a note arrived. The handwriting on the envelope was 
Dave's but it was different. Messier. Angrier. The postmark said Los Angeles. David's heart was pounding as he 
looked from it in his hand to his mother's concerned expression. This time, he climbed the stairs slowly, one at 


a time, and closed the door to his bedroom with a soft click. 
David sat down on the bed and Zeus climbed up and quietly laid down beside him, as always. 
“Something's wrong with your Daddy, huh, boy?" David said quietly as he stroked the dog's head. 


Carefully, David slid his thumb under the flap of the envelope and slowly ripped it open Inside was a small 
sheet of notebook paper, ripped along the edge. 


‘I need you. | really need you right now. | promised | wouldnt ask you to come out here with me until things were 
going good But things aren't going good. | really need you, David, please. | swear | will kill them all if - Just come as 


soon as you can. | miss you so much and I love you and things are fucked up right now. Please. | need you." 


The writing was jagged, scribbled. Again, with the same rushed and angry feel to it. But David could sense 
desperation and anguish and it broke his heart. He moved to his desk and took out a sheet of paper. 


He wasn't sure why he felt nervous. Yeah, a lot of time had passed since he last saw Dave but they'd kept in 
touch the best they could and David was certain that the redhead still felt the same way he did. But he stood 
outside the apartment for what felt like an eternity, trying to decide if he should knock or not. Under his arm 
was an old shoebox in which he'd kept every single one of Dave's letters. The last one, the desperate plea, sat 
on top. Under it, the New York postcard. 


Finally, with one deep breath, David clenched his right hand in a fist and knocked on the door three times. He 
waited. No answer. No movement inside. So he knocked louder. It was eight AM, he knew Dave had to be in 
there. Finally, he heard stumbling footsteps inside. 

"Who the fuck??" Dave growled. 

David's heart was pounding and he had broken out in a sweat. 

‘Its me." He said softly, voice cracking. 

"Who?!" Dave yelled just before he jerked the door open 

It happened in slow motion. David watched those gorgeous, hazel eyes travel from his feet, up his legs, stopping 
for a moment at the box under his arm and then up his chest to his face. When those angry, harsh eyes met 


David's fearful ones, they immediately softened. 


"Junior." Dave whispered before he yanked the kid into his arms and squeezed the life out of him. “Junior, you 


camel" 
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"Dear Mom, | had to go. | hope you understand. Thank you for loving me so much and for always believing in Dave. 
He's the one, Mom. He's everything to me and he's in trouble. | know he is. | can feel it. Please take care of Zeus 


and Zena until we can come home and get them. Thanks again! | will call you as soon as | can Love, David" 


